OF CHILDHOOD, 
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The sunny, sunny hours of childhood, 
How soon, how soon they pass away, 

Like flowers, like flowers in the wildwood, 
That once bloom’d fresh and gay ; 

But the perfume of the flowers, 

And the freshness of the heart, 

Live but a few brief hours, 

And then for age depart. 


The friends, the friends we saw around us, 
In boyhood's happy, happy days, 

The fairy, fairy links that bound us, 

No feeling now displays ; 

For time hath chang’d for ever, 

What youth cannot retain, 

And we may know, oh! never, 

These sunny. hours again. 
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LAND OF THE BRAVE AND FREE, 


O Albion! my sea-girt isle, 
Land of the brave and free, 
May peace and plenty on thee smile, 
As boundless as the sea, 
Chorus.—Where’er I roam with ardent glow, 
My heart still clings to thee, 
Thou terror to the insulting foe, 
Land of the brave and free. 


When far in war, o’er blood and ficld, 
Long has thy banners wav’d ; 
And when the haughty foe did yield, 
Thine arm in mercy sav’d. Chorus, 


Dear guardian isle of native worth, 
Long has thy valour reign’d ; 

May future ages still give birth 
To heroes vet more fam’? 
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